



TheTragedie 

I fee as in amappcthcendofall* 

Dut. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling daics, 
Ho w many of you haue mine eies beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vpanddoyvnemy fonnes were toft s 
Forme to ioy and weepe their gaine and loCTe^ 
And being feated, and domeftike broiles 
Cleane ouerblowne, themfelucs the conquerours. 
Make vvarre vpon themfelucs, blood againft blood, 
Sclfe againft felfc, O prepofterous 


. _ y, f. - J 

Or let me die to looke on death no more, 

Q#. Come, come, my bov,vye will to fanftuarie. 

Due. He go along with you. 

Q*. You haue no caufc. 

Car. My gracious Ladic go, 

And thither bcarc your treafure and your goods. 

For my part, lie refigne vnto your Grace, , 

The feale I kccpe,and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you and all of yours : 

Come, He conduct you tothcfan&uarie. Exeunt. 

T hcTrumfets found. Enter yo»g Prince ftbe Dufft ofGh- 
ce(icr y 4vd BucktHjrbam,Cardtnall>&c. (bcr. 

Buc. Welcome fvvcctc Prince to London to yottr cham- 
G lo. Welcome dcarc Cofen my thoughts foucraignc, 
The wearie way hath made you melancholic, 

Prin. No vncle, but our erodes oh the way, 

Haue made it tedious jWearifgme, and hcauiet 
I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

Glo. S weete Prince, the vntainted vertuc of your ycercs, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdiftinguifh (?» - ; ; £ 

Then of his outward (he ',v, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neucr iumpeth with the heart:- . 

Thofe Vncles which you want,wcrc cangcrous, 

Yoir Grace attended to their fcgred words^ 


of Richard the third. 

pri God keepe me from fade friends, but they were none, 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior ofLondon comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Adaior. 

lo . Ad. Go d blcfle your grace, with health and happy daics- 
Prin. I thanke you good my L. and tbanke you all: 

I thought my motherland my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a flug is Haftings,that he comes not 

To tell vs whether they will come or no. {Enter L. Haft. 

* ‘Buck; Andingood time,herc comes the fw eating Lord- 
Pri. Welcome my Lord: what will our mother come? 
Haft . On what occaf ion, God heknowes.notl: 

The Queene your mother,and your brother Yorke 

Haue taken fan&uarie: The tender Prince 

Would fame haue come with me, to mecte your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Bac. Fie, what an indired and peeuilh courfe 
Is this of hers? Lo. Cardinal!, will your grace 
Perfwadc the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother presently? 

If fhe denie,Lo. Haftings go with him, 

And from her iealotis armes pluckc him perforce. 

Car. My Lo: ofBuckingham, if my weakeoratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expecl him here : but if fhe be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in heauen forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleiled fanftuarie,not for ail this bad, 

Would I beguiltie of Co deepe a finne. 

Buc 4 You arc too fencelrilc obftinatc my Lo. 

Too ceremonious and traditional!: 

Weigh it but with the groflencfTc of this age 
You breake not fan&uarie in feazinghim: 

The benefit thercofis alwaies granted 
To thofe whole dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor delerued it. 

And therefore in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 

F Then 





